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^ut finothered it within my panting oulke. 

Which almoft buriTto belch it in the fea. 

Breki A wakt you not with this Tore agonic i 
CUrX) no,niy dreatne was lengthncd after life, 

0 then began the tempeft ofmy loulc. 

Who pad (me thought)thc melancholy flood. 

With that grim ferriman which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kingdome of perpetuall night ; 

The firft that there did grectc my Granger foulc, 

Was my great father in law, renowned Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what fcourge'for periurie 
Canthis darke monarchieaford falfe Clarence/ 
Andfohcvamiht: Then came wandring by, 

A fliadow like an Angeil,in bright haire, 

Dadled in blood,and he fqUeakc out aloud, 
Glarenccis comc,falfc,flecting,pcriurd Clarence? 
That ftabd me in the field by Texwburie ; 

Seaze on him furies,take him to your torments. 

With that me thoughta legion offoule fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mine eares, 
^uchhidious crics,that with the very noife, 

1 trembling, wakt,and for a feafou after. 

Could not bclccue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impreffion made the dreame, 

Brok^ No marucll(my Lord)though it affrighted you, 
I promife you, I am^firaid to hearcyou tellw 
ChiO Btbkcnbunc, I hauc done thofe things, 
Which now bcareeutdcnceagainfl my foulc. 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper flay by me, 

My foule is hcauic,and 1 faine would lleepe. 

Srokfl will(my Lord) Godgiue your grace good reft, 
Sorrow breakesfeafonsjandrepofing howers 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetidc night. ■ 
Princes hauc but their tiles for their glories, 
outward honour for an inw ard toyle r . 
for vnfelt imagination, 

fedcawerldofreflleirecarcs : 
betw ixt ybur ritles,and low names. 




Tiicrc s nothing differs but the outward fame. 
Themurthirerstmert 

InGodsname whatareyou,and how came you hithtfr f 
wo uld fpeakc with Clarence, &I came hither on my 

5 ro.Yea,areycfobricfe? (lcg*i 

3. Exe. O fir, it is better be briefe then tedious, ' 

Shew him our Comraiffion, talke no more. H» rf^dtth it. 
Bn. I am (n this commanded to deliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands« 

I will n ot teafbn what is meant thereby 
Becaufel willbe guiltlefTe ofthemeaning.* 

Hcere are the keyes,there fits the Duke a fieepe .• 
lie to his Maieflie and certifie his Grace, 

That thus I hauc refignd my place to you. 

Ext. Do To, it is a poynt ofwifedome* 

3 . What fh^i we^flab him as he fi<;epes 2 
I. No, then he will fay twas donecowardly 
whenhewakes. 

, Whenhewakes, 

^y foole he fliall neucr wake till the iudgement day, 

' I . Why then he wiU fay we ftabd him ficeping* 

a.Thevrging ofthatwordiudgemcnt,hatn fared 
^kind oFremorfe in me. 

4 . What art thou afraid ? 

*.Not to kUl him hauing awarrant forit,butt<» be damnd 
For killing him,from which no warrant can defend vs 

i.Backc to the Duke ofGloftcr, tellhirafo. 

1 *. I pray thee ftay a while,I hope my holy humour will 
Changcjtwas wont to hold me but while one would tell,xx. 

i.Howdoft thou fcelc thy fdfe now? («« 

*. Faith foraecertainedrcgaofconfcicnceareyctwithin 

« . Remember our reward when the deedis done, 

* the reward. 

*• Where is thy confcicncenow ? 

In the Duke of Glofters purfc, 

»♦ now It It coraejo thee again*? ^ 
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